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Author's Notes: 

| suppose this is a short story, but one far beyond the confined space of a typical drabble. | wanted to write 
something a bit sweet and fluffy for Valentine's Day, even though I'm practically two days late now p. Even 
though | think | struggle when writing something of that sort. Anyway, | was in the mood for something 
sickeningly saccharine, so | hope this lands well :) As always, any kind of feedback is welcome! 


David awoke with a jerk that rattled the bed. His eyes snapped open in the most reflexive succession as if they 
suddenly stopped lying at the doorsill of his power. As far as he was concerned, free will was as simple as 
lifting an arm in the air or taking a few deep breaths, except this time, it was merely an abstraction rather 
than something that had always been at his conscious behest. The dark depths of his subconscious were 
cunning in nature at particular times. Baffling in others. They harbored a dusky pulse of their own, it seemed, 
because something wholly animate was always waiting to be learned, or strongly felt. Some new notion or 
influence was always instilled in his subconscious, whether he was or wasn't fully aware of where it was 
coming from. It was one of the body's secrets, to place him on an equal footing with the eyes of the unknown- 
however bottomless they were-but not to ever determine why the unknown was there, only how to give it 
new purpose and act upon its design. That right, his subconscious forced upon him an impetus to wake up, so 


he did, but it was far from kind. The swirls of imagery that were present and highly colored before he fell out 


of slumber were not gradual when they came to their cessation, like the final, lulling vibrato notes of a fading 
Wurlitzer. It wasn't one of those barmy, calculated dissolves one saw in a film when transitioning to the next 
scene. It was the off of a switch-short and sharp. It made him sit up with urgency, the quick and harsh beats 
of his heart pleading for an escape, but of course, there was none. His crippling anxiety had come in swift, wild 
breaths and a foreboding that seemed to loom far taller than him. It felt like being trapped underwater, that 
sort of desperation. As he gasped for air, he'd wiped off the cold sweat around his hairline. 


Just another nightmare. Just another stupid, really real nightmare. 


He gripped his share of the eiderdown when he noticed its entanglement around his ankles and threw it back 
over his lower half. He shuddered, but not by reason of being exposed to the coolness of the room. No matter 
how much his well-being would have probably prevailed against doing such a foolhardy thing, he could not stop 
playing the horrible nightmare over and over again. The most paramount thing in his mind was the moment he 
realized its malevolent promise, the presence of it that breathed down his nape and made his hairs bolt 
upright. Oh, how much he hated nightmares. There were always these fleeting, wandering thoughts that 
spiraled like a moving reel as to why he couldn't remember the good dreams, the ones that gave him all he 
ever wanted and made him want to go back to the dark depths of his subconscious upon waking up, even if he 
couldn't cram all the nuances into his grasp. Even if he sometimes preferred the light. For some reason or 
other, he was always left to remember the dreams that were denied indulgent possibilities. The dread and 
confusion, the hopelessness that he wouldn't wish upon anyone, and the feeling of loss that always felt 


mysteriously misplaced. 


Only slight relief flowed through him as he ran a hand across his agitated face. Being awake and fully alert 
then, he thought himself silly for feeling so shaken up about a passing nightmare as an adult. After all, he was 
sate and well past the adolescent fears. The nightmare couldn't somehow grow a map of veins and channel its 
false feeling of tangibility into a fantasy book's morbid sense of corporeality to cause any actual harm to him. 
That was simply not real, and it felt a tad strange having to reassure himself of that. He was confident he 
would think about it in a better light when the sun rose, but at that moment, he was uneasy. In his nightmare, 
he remembered feeling sure that none of it was real, that any second, he would wake up to his warm bed of 


reality. Though, he didn't know why he still felt so afraid. 
Suddenly, he scanned the room. 


His attention was drawn to the darkness surrounding the bed, every nook and cranny that oozed into the next 
shadow. Every furnishing was a silhouette before him, and when he blinked, he was afraid that he would see 
something shift out of place. Or find something sitting on the armchair. It was an irrational way of giving in to 
cerebration, but he could not help dredging up the all-too-familiar juvenile perception of the macabre, which 
was always blown out of proportion as a young boy. A million versions of the creeping apprehension in horror 
cinema flitted through his mind as the faculty itself began to play mean tricks on him. Once again, his 
subconscious working of its own accord. As he scanned the room with grim pictures plaguing his mind, his eyes 
landed on the darkest corner in the entire room. He gulped. Not even the frail rays of moonlight reached it. It 
was uncannily dark, and he didn't know if it was simply the absence of beautiful Sun or his disturbed frame of 
mind, but his eyes Told him there was something standing there in the shape of a shadowy, fat mass. There 


were no features, no limbs, or even human color, but it embodied every dimension of scrutiny. David felt small. 
Something was staring at him, and he didn't like it one bit. There was a heavy feeling weighing down his chest, a 


colossal message from gravity to force him to stay in place. It felt like door. 


His other nightmares hadn't been this brutal, as he couldn't recall the last time he'd been afraid of the dark. It 
brought back green memories of when he was a little boy. When the moon rose, beckoning for the journey of 
sleep after being out and about all day, maundering with friends and not staying still on the edges of the 
babbling, rushing River Cam. When the sky turned into an black canopy filled with specks of glitter, and he'd 
bring himself to the verge of sleep only to remember that he'd left his closet door wide open. Pure, thick 
darkness inside it, and the same feeling of being watched by something. Afterward, sleep was always impossible 
to achieve. He could only shut his eyes tightly, and was always too afraid to even get up and close the closet 


door. His only feeling of safety, the only recourse, was when he hid under his blankets, separating himself with 


the soft fabrics from whatever it was that wished to haunt him. 


A sudden snore from beside ripped him out his nervous reverie. The room had been deadly silent up until that 
point, so the sound made him slightly jump. He looked over to his side, still a bundle of nerves, and another 
wave of urgency came over him as the peaceful sight of his sleeping Roger filled his vision It was the best 


thing in the world at that moment. 


"Rog?" he whispered loudly, his heart beating in his ears. "Roger? Rog, wake up." He shook his lover's arm 
gently. 


A sleepy moan came out of Roger, as he wasn't the deepest of sleepers. It was a mystery as to how he didn't 


rouse when David was jolted awake. 


David leaned over and gently shook him again, "Roger, please.. Wake up." 


Another moan, and he slowly roused fully. His eyes instantly burned when he opened them, barely slits like the 
surface cracks of a loaf that's been in the oven a tad too long. He blinked several times, flickering away the 


blear and squinting in the dark 


"Hmm," Roger drowsily complained, groggy and throaty when he spoke, "Dave..if you woke me up for a quickie, 


then l'm gonna smack you over the-" 


"No, no, I'm not.. Just listen" 


Roger let his face register thoroughly. He noticed the wrinkles of distress, the panic in his eyes that taunted in 
their fiery blue, and his heart changed gears without missing a beat. His own eyes widened, and the drowsiness 
he'd felt just a second ago was suddenly stripped from him. Nothing else was more important than this 


moment. 


"What's wrong? Are you alright?" 


David took a deep breath and let it out with a quaver. He shook his head, and hoped Roger would understand. 


"Why? What's wrong?" Roger asked again, sitting up in alarm. 


David sighed, letting the beautiful symphony of his concern fill his ears. "N-Nothing, just.. | just needed to hear 


your voice.” 


A strong sense of solace made its way into David's bones, warming him to his very core like hot, milky tea. 
Without the tension in his shoulders, he laid back down, his heart gradually going back to its normal, deserved 


pace. It was like magic. All he needed was Roger, really. He began to feel comfortable in his own skin again. 


"Bad dream again?" Roger asked softly, still sitting. 


David nodded, throwing an arm over his tired face. 


"You poor thing," he said, "Third night in a row, isn't it?" 


David didn't respond. Instead, he closed his eyes for a moment and wallowed in this sweet, sweet relief. 


"Want to tell me what it was about?" Roger laid back down as well, positioning himself on his side to face his 
lover completely. To take in his beauty while he showed his colors. 


"Not really." 
"That's okay; you don't have to. | just thought it might make you feel better to talk about it” 
"| don't want to," David softly insisted, "I'll tell you another day, but not now." 


"Okay: 


A minute of silence now passed with ease until David broke it with his sleepy-voiced larynx. Roger loved how 
soft-spoken he was, when he wanted to be. He found joy in the space in David's voice, the sort of high, 


breathy tone that was the aural equivalent of a fuzzy, oversized coat in the right frame of mind. 


"Roger?" 
"Mm-hm?" Roger cooed, his sleepiness creeping back into his eyeballs. 

"Do you believe in monsters?" 

"Monsters? As in..2" 

"Real-life monsters. Do you think they're real?" 

"| don't know... I've never thought about it. Why? Do you think they're real?" 
"Am | a fool for believing they are?" 


"No. No, you're not a fool, love." 


David turned over to his side, reiterating Roger's actions and facing him. He could feel the warmth of his body 
radiating from him like a sun and wrapping its imagined arms around him in a heated embrace. He wanted 


nothing more than to melt in that heat, always. 


| was scared of the dark earlier, before | woke you up." 
"Oh..." 


"Am | twat for that?" 


Roger snickered quietly at the sound of that word, at the depiction he chose for himself, wishing that David 


could sometimes hear himself speak from the outside looking in But he shook his head, nevertheless. 


"No, you're not a twat. Believe me, everyone is afraid of the dark at certain moments." 


David didn't respond again. He simply sighed, his hot breath fanning Roger's chin. 


"Hey," Roger whispered, "Davey" 
y 

"It was good that you woke me up. | dont want you to feel bad about it. Im not bothered" 
"But you were" 


"| was, but that was when | thought you'd woke me up for a shag." 


David giggled his amusement, affectionately rubbing his feet against Roger's because contact with him was 


ever so exquisite and addictive. 


"Would you have accepted?" 


" Maybe. Maybe not." 


David let out another small sound of mirth, and instinctively, he buried his face into Roger's chest. Suddenly, 
for the first time since he'd woken up, he felt very safe. 


"| appreciate you," he mumbled against his chest. 
"What?" 
"| said | appreciate you," he said more clearly, a subtle blush dotting his cheeks at having to repeat himself. 


"Oh," Roger smiled, "Well, the feeling's mutual." 


David kissed his chest, clothed in soft fabric, then the pale curve of his neck, and lastly, his lush lips, to which 
Roger kindly, eagerly responded to. To which Roger always eagerly responded to. 


"| think we should sleep," Roger stated, caressing his head. "Will you be able to?" 


"Mm, now | will." 


David snuggled into his arms much like a cat would when yearring for love's touch, nuzzling every bit of 
smooth flesh he could reach. Roger held him tightly, keeping him close and even leaning in a bit to smell his 


hair. 


"You're safe with me. Always." 


